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| THE GREAT ONION ROBBERY 
encke, X marks spot where onion was last seen. 
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Everybody's Doing It 

F YOU catch your neighbor in stealthy converse with a 

roughly clad, foreign-looking chap, don’t call the provost 
guard. It’s not sedition—it’s seed. Everybody’s doing it! 
Not to have a garden—in your front yard, preferably—is to 
be quite impossible for present-day 
urban social purposes. Besides, the 
gardener Adam and his wile are in 
the blood and bone of us all, and 
even if there had been no spur of 
war patriotism, no stress of food 
shortage, no appeal to the man with 
the hoe—who knows? 

Mr. Rus-in-Urbe resents the time- 
honored gibe that he supposes 
potatoes grow on trees—as if one 
couldn’t tell the difference between a potato and a cucumber! 
He has his attacks of “back to the soil.” 
Once a year, if not oftener, he would 
fain be Rus-in-Rure. He would be 
lulled to sleep by the bullfrog’s cheerful 
chirp, the katydid’s full-throated diapa- 
son. He would sleep on the tresh-laid 
hay—drink bucolic beakers of the new- 
mown milk—cnase the fugacious plow 
around the grandcestral acres! Becauce 
he can do none of these things, he drowns 
his feckless farmlessness in another 
chaser. That “you don’t know beans,” 
nowadays, less often fmplies paucity of 
intelligence than tenuity of income tax. 

\s a popular exercise for wind-blown 
plutocrats of a certain age, gardening 
beats golf; you can’t do your golf per 
alium, but you needn’t do your garden- 
ing per se. 

Napoleon looked at the violet-—and saw 
his return from Elba. Newton looked at 
the falling apple—and saw the attrac- 
tion of gravitation. Mr. Rus-in-Urbe 
and his good wife look at the stunted, 
struggling, green things in their travesty 
of a garden and see a triumphal dinner 
for all the neighbors, next fall—‘‘help 
yourself—oh, no, nothing elaborate— \ 
but we raised it all ourselves!” Funny, 
say you? It is life! Only when they \ 
cannot see it that way any longer, will «Pow do you like the N 
life be not worth living! 
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“Fine, I feel right at home in the crow’s-nest. ’ 
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Sixes and Sevens 
OLONEL ROOSEVELT’S announcement that the essen- 
ial principles of the New Testament are contained in 
Micah is going to imbue millions of his countrymen with a 
new-found respect for isinglass. 
2 
Shadrach, Meshach and Abednego had to be drafted to walk 
through the fiery furnace.—Brooklyn Eagle. 
They would have volunteered, if they had known they were 
about to demonstrate the cookless firer. 
¢ 
In the time it takes to convince a man who is worked 
out that he is played out, you could convince ten men who are 
played out that they are worked out. 
£ 
We used to warn our boys that they would go to—well, 
you know—but such are the subtleties of the direct primary 
that latterly we daren’t tell them to 
' | go to Congress. 
« 
He also fights who helps the fighters 
fight.—WHerbert C. Hoover. 
How do you go about it, Mr. Hoover, 
to help the fighters fight? Reduce the 
alimony—or do away with divorce 


| 





altogether? 
+ 
Congress may not be any great 
shakes of a naval expert, but it couldn't 
quite see a world democracy fighting 
kaiserships with censorships. 


¢ 
Chew what you’d like to eschew 
eschew what you'd like to chew. One’s 


calories may be comprehensive so long 
as one’s proteins aren’t palatable. 
¢ 

With all these modern improve- 
ments, it beats all how Croesus holds 
his own as the proverbial malefactor 
of great wealth. ; 
¢ 

Economists now suggest that we 
eat whale. At current prices it might 
be more feasible to make a meal of a 
a / whale than a whale of a meal. 
pepena> * 





Congress features a lot of leaders 
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ASKED my friend Banks to take me 
downtown and show me Bohemia. 
Banks is a dark, wicked-looking 

man. He has a shock of ungovernable 
hair, and his eyes bore into one like 
diamond-drills. 
He is an artist 
by profession, 
and paints 
magazine- 
covers for a liv- 
ing. At such 
times as he is 
not painting 
pretty girls in 
impossible 
poses, he strives toward his Ideal, which 
has something to do with the coordina- 
tion of painting and music. He ex- 
plained it to me once, but I told him 
it made my head ache. Perhaps this 
was why, when I asked him to show 
me Bohemia, he reviled me. 

“You are a confounded Philistine,” 
he snorted. “You know all about 
Bohemia already. You know exactly 
what you wish to see, and what you will 
see. If the Bohemia I shall show you 
differs in one jot or tittle from that which 
you have read of, you will complain that 
I have not delivered the goods. There- 
fore, O scion of Philistia, come with me 
into Bohemia.” (Banks always talks that 
way when he’s with me.) “I shall take 








Bohemia Table d’Héte 


By F. GREGORY HARTWICK 
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you first to an Italian restaurant, where 
you will eat of bad food and drink a 
modicum of red-pepper wine. I shall not 
take you to my particular chop-house, 
which is truly Bohemian, and where 
you get really excellent food, because 
it has electric lights and sawdust on 
the floor. You would not like it. After 
dinner I shall take you to the Yellow 
Wampus tea-house. You will sit in an 
atmosphere that you would not tolerate 
in a pool room, and you will see Bohemia 
swirling about you. A girl with bobbed 
hair will bring you coffee, and if you 
are very lucky you will see another girl 
smoke cigarettes—two, or maybe three. 
This will delight your little soul. When 
I have endured the atmosphere of the 
Yellow Wampus as Jong as I can, I shall 
take you to the Purple Cat, where you 
will see the Bohemians of West End 
Avenue and parts adjacent. They will 
be drinking wine, and be just as jolly 
as anything. And a girl with bobbed 
hair will stand on a table, maybe, and 
sing a Bohemian song, which has just 
come out in the new musical comedy 
entitled ‘Shoot Me While I’m Happy.’ I 
shall not take you to the place where 








WHEN JOHNNY COMES FLYING HOME 


I go to meet my friends, and where 
there is true Bohemia, because it is the 
back room of a Sixth Avenue saloon, and 
has electric lights and sawdust on the 
floor. You would not like it. I will serve 
you Bohemia in three courses, table 
d’héte. Come, O Philistine, and be 
delighted.” 

So we went to Bohemia. And it came 
to pass as my friend Banks had 
prophesied. 

At the Italian restaurant I noted a 
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The selective craft as farmer Corntossel sees it. 





girl with bobbed hair sitting at the next table. 
She nodded to Banks, and he coldly returned the 
nod. He did not like her. 

“She is the embodiment of what Bohemia is 
not,” he said. “She is of a wealthy family, and 
she decided to live her own life, which she had no 
business to do. Her father let her come down 
here to live. She has an allowance, and she 
boasts that she hasn’t seen any of her oldtime 
friends for two years. She is a fool, because she 
is fitted to live as the gods intended. There are 
many like her. She writes bad poetry. It is her 
ambition to appear with the Pterodactyl Players, 
who present comedies rejected by the Odéon and 
the Keith Circuit. She is a fool.” 

“What did you say her name is?”’ I asked. 

“Cassandra,” replied Banks. “She adopted 
it because it fitted her aura. Why are you not 
drinking your infusion of aniline?”’ 

“T like her. She reminds me of someone I 
used to know,” I said. sat 

““Come away from here! Come to the Yellow C 
Wampus.” 

At the Yellow Wampus it fell out even as 
Banks had said, and he gloried in my enjoyment. 

“This is the sort of thing you like,” he chortled. ‘“ Thank 
heaven you and your sort are satisfied with this, and will never 
cast your evil blight over the true Bohemia. Drink your 
coffee, and—look! A girl smoking a cigarette!” 

I looked. It was the same girl. She looked at me in a wistful 
sort of way, and smiled sadly. I was more than ever reminded 
of someone I knew. Banks misinterpreted my abstraction. 

“You are not satisfied?” he rasped. ‘‘ You must see more? 
Come to the Purple Cat, where wine, women and song flow till 
the wee hours.” 

“Flow?” I asked curiously, for Banks was not one to mix 
his verbs. 

» “Flow,” he retorted. ‘There is no other word to express 
the manner in which the song comes forth. And the women 
flow, ortry to. ‘Lissom’ is the adjective which they attempt 
to live up to.” 

We went to the Purple Cat. And it was as Banks had said. 





Millicent—What do you think, does it make me look shorter? 
Constance—I think it will make others look longer. 


We had wine, and girls spoke to us without the formality of 
an introduction. I danced with some. They were atrocious 
dancers. A man at a piano played the hit from “Shoot Me 
While I’m Happy,” and the revellers sang. I looked about the 
room. Standing on a table, leading the singing, was the girl of 
the Italian restaurant and the Yellow Wampus. Her bobbed 
hair swung from side to side, and her pink smock showed 
through the layers of smoke with which the room was filled like 
the sun coming up through fog. I looked my fill. The words 
of the chorus died down, and she was helped from her table 
into the arms of a large man whom I disliked at sight. 

“That man,” said Banks, interpreting my thoughts, “is the 
director of the Pterodactyl Players. I think he will marry her 
eventually, or something like that. Does she still remind you 
of someone you knew?”’ 

“She reminds me,” I replied, “‘of Phyllis Devine, the girl I 
was engaged to. She broke it off because she said I had no soul, 

and I haven’t seen her in two years.” 




















q “She is Phyllis Devine,” replied Banks, like an 
ogre. “She came here—where are you going?” 

I paused on my way to the table where Phyllis 
Sat. 

“I’m going to pay a party-call,”’ I replied. 
‘““And as I may not see you for some time, I shall 
thank you now for the evening. Bohemia is a 
wonderful place. I shall expect you at the 
wedding.”’ 

“You are a confounded Philistine,” retorted 
Banks. “And I hope you'll be happy.” 


Is He? 
Bunker—Is Hobbs much of a book-worm? 
Dunker—Is he? Why, when he gets through 
devouring the contents of a vegetable catalogue 
I lent him he wil] actually look seedy. 


Judge—It seems to me that you’re a good-for- 
nothing rogue. Have you ever earned a dollar in 
your life? 








THE LASS THAT LOVED A SAILOR 


Prisoner—Yes, yer honor; I voted for yer once. 
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HOW TO DEAL WITH THE SUBMARINE—(SUGGESTION NO. 9718) 


Creep up on the nasty thing and pour asafetida down its periscope. 


tumbled him in the dust. I shore reckon When a politician doesn’t explain we 
“COME people ’pear to be just nach- that wildcat was born with a silver spoon say he can’t, and when he does explain 


THE LUCKY VARMINT 
' 
; erly born lucky, and I reckon it in his mouth.’’-—Tom P. Morgan. we say he doesn’t. 




















is the same way with varmints,” ad- d 73) 
I mitted Mr. Gap Johnson, of Rumpus TRANSMUTATION ( ie 
Ridge, Ark. By CORINNE ROCKWELL SWAIN ENTOMOLOGY DEPT. |’ f . 4 ¢ 
roe — — AINTY DUDLEY use to think we eacomenn =p 
ing along the Mainly of his meat and drink; 1“ ] | | 
big road tuther If his chop was poorly grilled, “a Ge y 3) 
day, with about If his drinks were wrongly chilled, Al, AE, S44 ft cs. 
eight of my If the service wasn’t right, a Kier % Sy 7: 
children setting Dudley lost his appetite. ‘ c.. 
on a spread of Every day he might be seen ae che J ~ 
hay in the back Lounging in a limousine; ( } py Cy f 
of the wagon Latest cry in ties and hats, : fo re 
‘ Swellest gloves and newest spats— \ / Lp 
bed, a_ wildcat Fone ges ; \/ Sedeset ot 
f ile Maatin Dudley simply couldn’t bear ar 
hoppec out o & tree top rigt t down into Inartistic duds to wear! 
the middle of ’em. The children gave a 
f yell and jumped to a common center, Where is Dudley? That is he, 
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which was the wildcat. The varmint saw 
whur he was at, and gave another 
yell and leaped from the wagon and 
was gone. He was too quick for the 
kids, but, at that, Rowdy and Runt 
had such firm clutches on his hind 
legs that he bumped Runt’s head 
good and proper against the side of 
the wagon bed as he went over, and car- 
ried Rowdy, the baby, clear out and 


Squatting underneath a tree, 
All in dusty khaki dressed, 
Chewing bully beef with zest; 
On his knees a plate of tin 
(Note the pile of beans within!) 
In his hand a battered mug, 

On his bread a doodle-bug. 
Hale and happy, tanned and tough 
Dudley thinks it’s good enough! 
Dudley doesn’t care a gramme; 
He belongs to Uncle Sam! 
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“T'll report this outrage to the Government ! 
Someone is hoarding food ! 








A Ballade to Sylvia 


LIKE to write a bit of verse, 
A blithe ballade or rondeau gay, 
That will a maiden’s charms rehearse 
In just a light and merry way. 
But fashions of the 
passing day 
Keep me uncertain 
and alert; 
And what the dickens 
can I say 
To Sylvia, in a 
barrel skirt! 
Far be it from me to 
asperse 
The modern modish maid’s array; 
Those harem skirts were not so worse, 
Although exceeding brief their stay; 
I wrote a villanelle to May, 
Slim, in her silken sheath begirt; 
But somehow, I can’t lilt a lay 
lo Sylvia in a barrel skirt! 





Some jests and gibes I might disburse, 
\bout the barrel hoops that sway 

Or sing in measure trite and terse 
The staves that wood my mood convey. 


)\ 


But Pegasus will not obey, Summer Girls - 
My repartee is poor and pert; 
Somehow, my fancies will not stray 


lo Sylvia in a barrel skirt! 


Retribution 
“T)\OES your Paw say anything about 
me coming over ’most every night 
to set up with you?” asked young Huck 
Buckles. 

“Nope,” replied the eldest daughter 
of Mr. Gap Johnson, of Rumpus Ridge. 
Ark., “except that once in a while he 
‘lows it serves me right.” 


i" L’ Envot: 


Prince, "tis small skill I here display, 
As with my Muse I idly flirt; 
Yet would I fain throw this bouquet 
To Sylvia, in a barrel skirt! 
Carolyn Wells 


| 


ry 
ua “ 


Farmer Brown—So Hi Perkins’s son has been analyzing the soil on the old farm 
since he got back from Agricultural College? Farmer Greene —Yes—he claims 


(we “35 


that 90% cf it is suitable only for golf, and che balance for tennis courts! 











WELL! 


Another Thing Entirely 
. OPE!” said Mr. Gap Johnson, of 

Rumpus Ridge, Ark., in declining 
the tender of the editor of the Weekly 
Clarion. ‘To tell the truth, I can’t 
afford to take your paper. This has been 
a tough season with us, and until I know 
how crops are going to turn out I hain’t 
got any money to fool away.” 

‘But we notice that you are supporting 
about a dozen dogs, and we overheard 
you tell a friend that you were going to 
take your wife and fourteen children to 
the circus next week.” 

“‘Aw, shore! I hain’t so thundering 
poor yet that I can’t afford the need- 
cessities of life. It’s the luxuries that 
I’m obleeged to cut out.” 

Tom P. Morgan. 


IN THE GARDEN 
By CLINTON SCOLLARD 


Ame the glamoured shut of day 
I 


see her down the garden stray. 


Her touch is light as the moth’s wing 
About the lily fluttering. 

Her grace is greater than the grace 
Of any pansy in the place. 

Within her eyes there is a hue 

No larkspur blossom ever knew. 

One bud she kisses till it glows, 

And I—I would I were the rose! 





























XUM 

















TARGET 


The Notion Counter 


By DOUGLAS MALLOCH 


[vas toa are generally right, but one of them the other 


day told a drummer in a German orchestra that what 
he needed was exercise. 

I know a college professor who writes poetry as a sideline; 
which is very much like eating lemons for acidity. 

I never can figure out whether these amyloweil poets are 
trying to kid me, or are just kidding themselves. 

When an admiral transfers his flag that is only a nautical 
way of saying he called for a new deck. 

People never seem to believe that I mean any of the things 
I say except those I don’t mean. 

Some of our musical comedy producers could make a for- 
tune in Florida picking lemons. 

Some of us merely eke out an existence, and even the cost of 
ckeing has gone up. 

We observe from the Fourth of July poetry that “true” 
still rimes with “blue.” 

Some people seem to think that Germany will take a recess 
until we get ready. 

The correspondent who used to kill the Delaware peach 
crop every Spring has gone west to do the same for the wheat. 

The place to put out a sub- 
marine is at first base, not at the 
home plate. 

College is out now, and Dad 
can begin to think about bonds. 

Wheat may be off, but the fool 
crop appears to be as large as 
ever. 

The potato plant has become 


as important as the munitions - a é 
ditto. “ The wheel's no good, but I think we can use the skid chain.” rampant. 








PRACTICE 


Drilling the awkward squad is one form of corporal punish- 
ment. 

Care will kill a cat, and too much of it ditto a patient. 

We ought to make a man fly the flag or fly the country. 

The man who marries to avoid service deserves it. 

To the farmer and the financier: Dig! 

The woman without help is helpless. 

The servant in the house: hubby. 


FATHER BUYS 
a ELL,” announced Father Subherbs before his family at 
dinner assembled, “I bought a machine to-day.” 

“Oh, Henry!” sighed his wife. 

“G. Willikens,” commented Jimmy, aged six. 

“Also, W. Shakespeare,’’ supplemented Genevieve, whose 
age is not to be discussed. 

“Can I learn to run it, Pop?” inquired William, who has 
had fifteen years’ experience with the ways of the not unsung 
universe. 

“Yes, my son, I think you can,”’ condescended Father S. 

‘“‘And can I use it Saturdays when there ain’t any school?” 

“‘T think it would be an excellent idea for you to do so.” 

‘‘And can we keep it right here in our barn so I could use it 
at noon-hour sometimes?” 

“T had planned on that.” 

“Gee! What kind of a ma- 
chine is it, Pop?” 

“Tt is a center-control, four- 
speed, gear-driven, ball-bearing, 
self-starting, air-cooled, puncture- 
proof-tired, rotary-action lawn- 
mowing machine,” explained the 
paternal ancestor. 

And silence was once more 
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Optimistic husband (noting the evening repast) 


DISILLUSIONMENT 


By W. KEE MAXWELL 
USED to think that you were fair 
Beyond all maidens I had seen 
On stage or film or magazine: 
You seemed a pearl beyond compare. 
Your beauty, 
nameless rich 
and rare, 
Outrivaled 
Sheba’s_ well- 
known queen 
I used to 
think. 


what 
love 
must bear, 
What pangs of disenchantment keen! 
You’re not the splendid dream, Chlo- 
rine, 
Since I beheld you Wash Your Hair, 
I used to think! 


But oh, 


sorrows 





Wrong Age 
She—Why don’t you go to the front? 
He—Wrong age. 
She—Well, then, why don’t you buy a 

Liberty bond? 

He—Wrong age. 
She—W rong age? 
He—Uh-huh—shortage. 


our table don’t groan like it used to! 


SIC TRANSIT 
[' WAS some time in 1921. The 

Place, Omaha. 

They came from every point of the 
compass. The trains had been bringing 
men, women and children in for days. 
The aeroplanes were packed to capacity. 
Motorcycles, bicycles, automobiles, push- 
mobiles, balloons and wheelbarrows had 
brought in their millions. 

There were Chinamen, Englishmen, 
Thibetans, Syriacs, Frenchmen, Ar- 
menians—in fact, the seven corners of 
the world were there. 

The last beefsteak in the world was 
on view in the City Hall. 

—Benjamin De Casseres. 


One Color That Can Be Felt 
‘*As the blind interpret all fabrics in 
terms of touch, they can, of course, have 
no sense of any color.”’ 
“Ves, they can. They can feel blue 
like the rest of us.” 


This Age of Efficiency 
“You say you want a job in this 
office? Well, what can you do?” 
“Nothing.” 
“Why didn’t you apply sooner? All 
those high-salaried positions have been 
taken long ago.” 


Well, there’s one thing to be thankful for, 


The Human Race 
Cityite—What is your pursuit in life? 
Suburbanite—The 6:54 train in the 

morning and the 6:14 at night. 





Mr. Bugsby—Ah! for a real vacation nothing 
like a hammock and a magazine. 





























SWAT THE PESTS 
Everybody's doing it. 














seldom found at my abode—I’m scooting o’er the gravel. 

There is no village so remote that it’s beyond my reaching; 
some day, in my old trusty boat, I'll get there, sure as 
preaching. I motor, motor, week by week, for motoring 
beats walking; and you should hear my pistons squeak, and 
hear my engine knocking. 

I bowl along through storm and flood, when thunder 
whoops and hollers, and farmers haul me from the mud, and 
charge me seven dollars. I slide into the babbling brooks, 
and coast a-down the ridges, I tear my clothes and spoil my 
looks, when falling through the bridges. I scoot as fast as law 
allows, I slither where the gorse is, I telescope the wayside 
cows, and bust a lot of horses. Be weather foul, be weather 
fair, all o’er the land I wander, I motor, motor everywhere, 
from hither clear to yonder. 

At times, alas, I lose my way, and then, with circumspec- 
tion, I hunt up some bewhiskered jay, and ask him for direc- 
tion. And never have I met a bo who could direct me sanely, 
who could inform me where to go, intelligently, plainly. 

I cry, “Oh, hayseed, tell me, pray, how I shall reach Prune 
Center; I fear me much I’ve lost my way—my guide book is 
no mentor.” 

“Go two miles east and three miles back, and then go 
catter-corner, until you reach the yellow shack where dwells 
Judge Jabez Horner. Go nine miles north and twelve miles 
south, then travel in a circle, and, squatting at the river’s 
mouth, you'll see the town of Merkle. Then go northwest for 
fourteen miles, southeast for nine or seven, then cross a swamp 
and climb three stiles, to milepost number ’leven.” 

And so the hayseed prattles on, his talk all shreds and 
patches, until I think, so help me John, the world’s all booby 
hatches. I never yet beheld a jay who could direct me sanely, 
who could point out the proper way intelligently, plainly. 
Directions always are a frost, they’re false and punk and 
fickle, so I am nearly always lost, and in a beastly pickle. 
But I am never in despair, no ill my spirit conquers; I 
motor, motor everywhere, from Yuba Dam to Yonkers. 


| KEEP my auto on the road, whenever I can travel; I’m 


By Request 
Her—Don’t you think a bigamist ought to be locked up? 
Him—Yes, if he prefers it. 





NOISE 

OISE is a disturbance in the air. This doesn’t mean that 
the air is the only thing which is disturbed by a noise. 
On the contrary, the air ‘is about the only thing which doesn’t 
register a violent protest at all unnecessary noises, and threaten 
to complain to the police about them. Many reputable scien- 
tists declare that if a tree should fall down in the middle of the 
Sahara Desert, where life of all sorts is as rare as electric fans 
at the North Pole, there would be no noise because nobody 
would hear anything. We will not argue this point, because 
of the limited space at our disposal, but will content ourselves 
with remarking that there is little or no doubt but that, if a 
phonograph should be played in the middle of the Sahara 
Desert from 12:30 to 2:00 o’clock every morning for a week, 
a large number of infuriated organisms would appear from 
nowhere in particular and demand raucously that the owner 
of the phonograph be either arrested or shot—preferably shot. 
There are so many varieties of noise that we will not attempt 
to catalogue them. Suffice it to say that among the most per- 
nicious are a child crying for the moon at 1:30 A. M., a beginner 
practising scales on the piano, a cat telling her family troubles 
to the neighborhood, and a janitor trying to break up a cement 

sidewalk with an ash-can at six o’clock in the morning. 

—K. L. Roberts. 


We Live and Learn Little 
Son—What is meant by “disregarding experience’’? 
Dad—Becoming your second wife’s husband. 





* Waiter, the steak contained 60% water, 20°; protein, 199% fat, 1% 
ash; the potatoes were 78% water, 2% protein, 18% carbohydrates, 2“ 
ash; the bread was 35°% water, 10% protein, 1% fat, 53% carbohy- 
drates, 10% ash. 

“ Deducting the amount charged for water and ash from this check for 
one dollar, I find I owe 41 cents for the repast. Here is one-half a 
dollar; please keep the change.” 
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RADITION advises that a scarcity of men may always 
be expected at summer hotels. And feminine ex- 
perience must verify tradition, for who does not know 
that women at leisure find flirtation a vocation? 
Men are more scarce than ever at such resorts, and 

the war is to blame. 

But wherever men are lacking and women are idle and must 
fall back upon their sex, they are impulsed to form friendships 
with one another, or at least to get together in association that 
passes for friendship. And sometimes friendships formed by 
women in strange places survive sociai and other differences 
that would be fatal at home. 

At the Hotel Delmar the breakfast hour on a certain sultry 
morning disclosed some twoscore women with but three or 
four men whom the rigors of the draft scrutiny had permanently 
passed by. Some of the women were dressed for tennis, others 
for golf, several for other out-door exercise, and but few had 
that purposeless aspect that sheer laziness gives. 

One very pretty young woman, upon whom the eyes of 
others in her vicinity turned with admiration or envy, accord- 
ing to the ages of the gazers, for her sartorial style supplemented 
nature’s endowment, was oblivious to all about her. As she 
daintily negotiated her breakfast she apparently found joy 
in a letter which she read and read again. And as she rose from 
the table she held the letter open as though it had not exhausted 
her interest, strolled out upon a piazza and settled comfortably 
in a chair. 

Another woman, older but still attractive and elegant in 
dress, had regarded the young woman with a peculiar interest, 


and, following her, took a chair near enough to indulge her 
impulse to become acquainted. The younger folded her letter 
and put it away as the elder approached. 

They fell into conversation without knowing anything 
whatever of each other. But in such circumstances names 
mean nothing, and formality is ignored. 

“T suppose you are alone, as I am,” said the elder woman 
with a smile. 

“For the moment, yes. I expect some one this after- 
noon.” 

“T had hoped,” said the elder with a sigh, “that we might 
get acquainted, and perhaps be companionable. I know no one 
here, and one so seldom finds congeniality!” 

“We can be friends just the same,” said the younger. 
“The one I expect is to remain but a day or so. He will return 
later. I am to be married soon,” she added, blushing. 

“Ah! It is strange I am so impressed by you! And as you 
have confided a secret—I suppose it is a secret here—I shall 
tell you something of myself.” They drew their chairs closer. 
“T am here to forget—or try to forget—an unhappy episode in 
my life.” 

“T suppose we must all have unhappiness some time. 
Fortunately I have escaped it, and I shall not anticipate it.” 

“There may be persons who never know it. I hope it may 
pass you by.” 

“Vou are still young, and I think you are of a buoyant 
spirit,” said the younger woman with an approving glance. 
“What episode in life can prevail over the will to seek happi- 
ness?” 








“True as to some things. But with 
the affections and a life that has seemed 
settled yet is broken it is different.” 

“You have been disappointed in 
love!” The tone was one of pity. 

“Ves. Or in marriage. Sometimes 
it means the same thing. Sometimes 
love and marriage have no intimate 
relation. You feel for me. That proves 
you are in love.” 

“Ah!” The younger woman’s ex- 
pression was an eloquent affirmative. 

“Then listen. When you are married, 
cherish the love of the man who loves 
you. Never be careless of it. Some 
women do not realize upon their op- 
portunities. I may have been careless. 
I may have thought that what seemed 
settled would never be disturbed. My 
husband drifted away from me. I may 
have assumed too much. But I could 
not stand rivalry. I divorced him, and 
he never moved to defend himself. Surely 
that was a confession!” 

The younger woman was disturbed, 
but her will to friendship was not 
affected. She took the other’s hand. 
“No woman who loves a man can excuse 
rivalry,” she said. Then she gave a 
little cry, and rose. “He has come on 
an earlier train, as I felt sure he would!” 
And with a happy flutter she started 
to meet a well-groomed man of about 
forty who with quick, nervous steps 
entered the piazza with a _ searching 
glance. 

The smile as he approached left him 
when he recognized the elder woman, 
who crumpled in her chair in a faint. 


When She Answered 
HEN she answered, did the word 
Fall so faintly on my ear? 
Were the faltering tones I heard 
Sweetest that a man might hear? 
Did the yielding in her voice 
Bid my yearning heart rejoice? 
Truth to tell, I have forgot 
If she breathed me words or sighs,— 
If she moved her lips or not!— 
I was looking in her eyes. 
While they spoke, my heart athrill, 
All the world was hushed and still. —B. J. 


A Basic Objection 

She—My husband is dreadfully op- 
posed to Dollar Diplomacy. What do 
you think about it? 

Her—I1 think they might make it 08 
cents. 

Fat women occupy so much of their 
time in hunting picturesque synonyms 
for corpulence that it is a wonder they 
do not make themselves thin with the 
exercise. 


New York City Nursery Rhymes 


WASHINGTON SQUARE 
By LOUIS HOW 


YOR and ugly, rich and fair, 
They all adore Washington Square. 
Through the Arch 
And out they march, 
And look for pleasure in his lair. 


Dark and fat, and red and spare, 
They all adore Washington Square. 
Down the street 
And up they fleet, 
And search for muffins in the air. 


Dressed and little, big and bare, 
They all adore Washington Square. 
South and North, 
And back and forth, 
They never find, and never care. 


Everybody Works Poor Father 
Neighbor—I understand that your son 
got his B. A. and his M. A. 
Father—Yes, but it is still his P. A. 
that supports him. 


The Natural Thing to Do 
Captain—What did the prisoner do 
when he saw there was no lock on the 
door? 
Guard—Sure, he made a bolt for it. 


Life’s Similitudes 
She—What does your friend write 
about life in the trenches? 
He—He says it sort of reminds him of 
the safety zone—it’s partly what you 
undergo but mostly what you anticipate. 





Cheering Her Up 
Bess—I couldn’t marry a man who 
loved me for my looks alone. 
Jess—Why, dear, the blind sometimes 
marty. 


Just Like a Woman 
HERE was a Dame lived in our town 
And she was wondrous wise, 
She jumped and rolled and dieted 
And thus reduced her size. 
And when she found her pounds were gone, 
With all her might and main 
She celebrated with a feast 
And ate them back again. 
—Alice E. Melbourne. 


Pomological 
Son—Dad, how do you spell pear? 
Dad—Congress spells it p-a-r-e if it’s 
your income—p-a-i-r if it’s your tax. 





A Disagreeable Illness 
“What seemed to disagree with him the 
most ?” 
“The way the doctors did.” 
































Find the man who entered the barber shop vowing he'd not be bullied into 
anything besides the haircut he needed. 
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Snowy Bosoms 


| By LAWTON MACKALL 


T THE RISK of seeming churlish, a veritable 
outcast from society, I confess that I have 
no great fondness for snowy bosoms. I real- 

ize that they are generally considered beautiful, 
and that their virgin whiteness is the embodiment 
of unyielding purity; and yet I cannot but prefer 
the more comfortable negligée shirt. 

If only they could be soft-boiled instead of hard- 
boiled. I would so appreciate a three-minute one. 
(I know it would sit better on the stomach.) The 
white could be firm enough to hold together, and 
yet not so much so as to require a knife to break 
into it. 

Gala chemises that approached this idea] did 
appear several seasons ago. Their frontispieces 
were encrusted with a swarm of very young tucks, 
which rendered them quite docile. But these 
gentle, easy-going garments, with their pliant : 

A PARIS 


pleats and amenable buttonholes, could not ne 
survive. They were, alas, too soft. They lacked Jack—Jiminy! This whole darn menu is in French. 


the stoicism of starch. They could not hold Bilt—That's all right, I can eat anything. 
their own against the sterner-fibred armored breastworks. devotions to the ladies have upon us the same old white plague. 

And so we men of to-day when we go to perform our evening I might find some consolation in the fact that my aversion 
to it is shared by all laundries. Yes, the laundry 
is my avenger. With Macchiavellian guile it 
invites shirts, seeks them, welcomes them, pro- 
fesses a yearning passion for them; and then subtly 
destroys them in secret. Commit an insufferable 
new stud-smasher to a Jaundry and note the fate 
that overtakes it. See what happens to its bold 
front. A week later it will be brought back to 
you with its spirit quite broken, and its tail be- 
tween its sleeves, and held in subjection by a squad 
of menacing pins. 

The moment you rend the veil of wax paper 
with which they have discreetly concealed its des- 
titution, you are amazed to find how it has aged in 
one short week. It has become like the sear and 
yellow leaf. There are crow’s feet at the corners 
of its buttonholes. It is so weak that they have 
had to send it on a pasteboard stretcher to keep it 
from going all to pieces. 

Your erstwhile festive fagade now looks more 
like the bosom of Abraham. 
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Waiting 
7 AVE you been waiting long?” she cried, 
The week before she was his bride. 
“Oh, did I keep you waiting, dear? 
In dressing I was slow, I fear. 
Did you sit in Pa’s easy chair, 
And did you find some comfort there, 
While I was primping? Oh, I fear 
You'll tire of waiting for me, dear!” 





“Now do not hurry me!”’ she cried, 
Soon after she became his bride. 
“Hook up my dress! Sit down and wait! 
I don’t care if we both are late! 
Now where’s my curler? Where’s my comb? 
' For two cents I would stay at home! 
If you don’t like to wait, well you 
Know mighty well what you can do!” 


—Howard C. Kegley. 





“He turned me down, Joe. Said I wasn’t up to the standard.” ; ' 
“Me too, Sam. Looks like he was tryin’ to keep his darned ol’ war to hisself.”” 
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WOMAN’S PRECARIOUS HEALTH 
HEN is a woman ill? And how is a member of her family 
—especially a male member—to be sure of it? 

So long as she has only her husband to talk to, she is the 
embodiment of ailments and hard luck. (I think I hear some 
sweet sotto voce murmuring to the effect 
that any woman with only her husband 
to talk to is indeed in hard luck, but I'll 
let that pass.) 

She will be prostrate on her spinal 
column, redolent of camphor, gulping an 
aspirin capsule with every other swallow, 
talking in an invalidistic voice, having 
her meals carried to her, and enjoying 
a perfectly authentic and convincing illness, when the tele- 
phone rings. 

She can’t go to the ‘phone. Perish the thought! Someone 
who is busy at something else because of her illness has to go 
and answer. It is Mrs. Begosh. As soon as the invalid hears 
the name, she says, briskly, “Tell her I’m coming to the ’phone. 
She musn’t know I’m ill!” So she gets up, wrapped in a 
bathrobe, shuffles in a pair of mules (should one say a span, 
in this case?) to the instrument, and says, laughingly, “Good 
morning, lady.”’ Then, “Oh, just fine! How are you?” And 
“O, certainly I’m coming! Do you know—I suppose, ha ha, 
I should be ashamed of it—but I had it in my head this was 
Wednesday! I knew your bridge was Thursday, of course. 
So glad you called me. G-o-o-d bye!” 

Then, without embarrassment, she goes back to her room 
puts away the electric pad that was solely sustaining her life 
and helping her eke out a few more tragic hours, dresses in 
tight clothes that would kill a man in five hours, gets out and 
drives the car to Mrs. Begosh’s, where she is the picture of 
health and the life of the party, eats lobster salad and candy 
and other indelicacies, and comes home fit as a fiddle. After a 
long look at the social calendar, she may probably have another 
bad attack. 

A woman can have a sprained ankle for the family, and quit 
limping the moment she knows she is observed of Mrs. Poobah, 
who would get unholy joy from seeing her a cripple. She can 
have a raging headache and change from agony to sweetness 
the moment she gets into the presence of a woman she admires 
or hates. 

Now how is the family, especially the male members who 
have had no actual experience in being females themselves, 
to know when she is genuinely ill and needing sympathy? 
How, in other words, are they to know when the flush of fever 
on her cheek is nothing but a four-flush? 

Strickland Gillilan. 








There Are Birds and Birds 
Hokus—Tottie Twinkletoes says she doesn’t eat enough to 
keep a bird alive. 
Pokus—A bird, eh? Well, I had her out to supper last 
night, and she ate—say, maybe she meant an ostrich. 
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STICKLERS 


HE tolerant gentleman of our table party says that most 
men are too much inclined to be sticklers for small matters. 

So thought Wes, the waiter of ebon at the old Utopia. 

There camein a gentleman who was a connoisseur of lamb 
chops. 

Vhe gentleman ordered lamb chops. 

Wes said, “ Yes’ir.” 

The gentleman ordered the lamb chops breaded a particular 
way. 

Wes said, “ Yes’ir.” 

The gentleman ordered the lamb chops cooked a particular 
way. 

Wes said, “Yes’ir.” 

The gentleman ordered the lamb chops served a particular 
way. 

Wes said, “ Yes’ir.” 

“Now,” said the gentleman, “hurry up with those lamb 
chops.” 

Wes said, “Yes’ir. Now, boss, we ain’t got adzactly as 
you might say LAMB chops, but we’s got some mighty fine 
PORK chops.” —Dixon Merrit. 





Gee! If only the Central Powers and 
would get together and storm this 
. . I could almost bear the thought of another 


Bored bridge guard 
Bulgaria and Turkey 
bridge . . 


hour here! 
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WHEN THE BOYS ARE AT THE FRONT 
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JUDGE’S ARTISTIC ALPHABET 


' ¢ ISFOR KAHLES, 
who dis pl ays 
Rare talent in various 
ways. 
Hle’s here and _ he’s 
there, 
In fact everywhere, 
And many the types he 
portrays. 


IS FORKEMBLE, 


the one 


Whose merry coons bask 
in the sun. 


The true color-line 
Ned draws rather fine, 


But then—he just does it 


for fun! 





L IS THE letter for 
LEV ERING, 
Who draws for us many 
a clever thing. 
He makes fun without 
end, 


Besides money to spend, 





By his competent comic 
endeavoring. 


Are at NS mgr 





NOT NEW 
**T SEE that a good deal of excitement is being caused in 
fashionable circles by a newly-invented luncheon case 

which will also serve as a footrest in an automobile. That’s 
not new!” 

“How do you know?” 

“Why, no automobilist has ever been able to keep his feet 
out of the luncheon-box on an automobile picnic.” 


On the Safe Side 
“Why did you lie about it like that? What were you think- 
ing of not to tell the plain truth at once?” 
“And why shouldn’t I lie about it, if you please? Nobody 
believes the truth. Haven’t we always known it is stranger 
than fiction?” 





Two White Lies 


By TUDOR JENKS 
_ A LETTER for you, Miss Whitby,” said the landlady. 


The girl took it with a pleasant nod and a smile 
of thanks as she left her boarding house, deciding to 
read it on her Way to the studio, for she was in danger of being 
late for her sitting, and she knew that every moment of the 
last few sittings was of gold. 
But she need not have hurried. 
The note was from the artist: 


Dear Margaret: 

I could not bear to tell you—but I shall not need you again. The 
picture is done—all save the few touches that come from the imagina- 
tion of the artist rather than from the model. You know what your 
aid has been to me. Perhaps—ii I mean to preserve the unity of 
my devotion to my art it is as well that our working together should 
come to an end without warning. 

With Sincere and lasting regard, GERALD. 


Margaret found herself at home with no memory of her re- 
turn save that a policeman caught her back from in front of an : 
automobile with a cry of, “Look out there, Miss!—are you 
crazy?” 

She sat at her little table thinking. At length she drew her 
inkstand forward and wrote a note to Gerald Thurston. 

Next morning the artist found it among his mail. 


Dear Gerald: 

Your letter of yesterday has between the lines a note of regret 
that makes me sympathetic. It gives me courage to confess to you 
a little matter that has weighed upon my soul. You know that I 
have done newspaper work. Well—it puts strange tasks before its 
votaries. Believing that the public would like to know more of the 
methods of its artist favorites, I decided that as a model I could 
obtain facts not otherwise attainable. 

Forgive me if I have deceived you! But as you plead devotion to 
your art, let me plead equal absorption in mine! And so we can part 
with harmless recollections of a mutual helpfulness! Good-bye! 

MARGARET. 





Gerald jammed on his hat anyhow, and left the studio. 
“T bet I will find her in the Square!” said he. 
And there she was—sitting on a bench, gazing at the 
ground. She looked up as she heard him coming. 
“You’ve been crying!”’ said he. 
For a moment she meant to deny it, but her lips trembled, 
and she could not speak. 
“When I got to the studio and knew you were not coming, 
I realized what a fool I had been. Margaret—I can’t live with- 
out you, dear!” 
“But my newspaper-work— 
“Vou little liar!’’ said Gerald. And she said no more. 


” 


A Lovely Eve 
Her—Do you suppose that Eve was attractive? 
Him—I know that Adam fell for her. 





Our Way of Speaking 
“There goes a woman who is good at figures.” 
“ Book-keeper?” 
“No; dressmaker.” 


Squelched Again 
He—Here’s a doctor who insists that wearing too many 
clothes is detrimental to health. 
She—Then what you allow me to dress on must be a first- 
class health resort. 
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WOMAN 


SUFFRAGE FACTS AND FANCIES by Anna Cadogan Etz 


The D. A. R. Testifies for the 
Suffragists 
N CHOOSING its new President- 
| General from the ranks of the Kansas 

delegation, the Daughters of the 
American Revolution has once again 
rendered service to the cause of woman 
suffrage. 

Suffragists have at times been sniffy 
about the Daughters. They have even 
compared them despitefully to the po- 
tato. Not of course in these days when 
such a comparison would be the hall- 
mark of great price, but in other days 
when the humble tuber, like the vaunted 
ancestors of the Daughters, has been 
known chiefly by its position under the 
soil. 

But the suffrage cause, if it did but 
know it, owes much to the D. A. R. 
Many a woman, otherwise perennially 
housebound, has been lured, thru inno- 
cent vanity because of revolutionary an- 
cestors, over the threshold of a life- 
absorbing domesticity, and her feet set 
on the road that ended in her endorsing 
revolutionary principles for live women 
in place of applauding them in dead 
men. 

Opponents of votes for women have 
harped on the fact that if women are of 
political equality the bloom would, once 
for all, be off the feminine peach. The 
selection of a Kansas woman to lead the 
most conservative woman’s organization 
in America puts the lie on that assump- 
tion. In Kansas political equality for 
women is a platitude. Yet, with the 
whole country to choose from, it was in 
Kansas that, for the D. A. R., the pearl 
of womanhood was found. 


The Custard as a Weapon of Assault 
[‘ THE rush of preparedness for a 
great war, a jury in New Jersey spent 
eight hours in deciding whether or not 
throwing a custard at one’s wife consti- 
tuted Jegal assault and battery. They 
decided that it was assault but not bat- 
tery. Several of the jurors opined that 
if it had been custard pie, it would have 
been both assault and battery. 
In a world in which it is illegal to dun a 
person on a postal card for fear of im- 


pairing his financial credit, what right 
had those jurors to discredit the cooking 
of their womenfolk as they surely did 
when they admitted the possibilities of 
pie as a weapon of offense? A woman’s 
credit as a cook is dearer to her than her 
standing at her banker’s. However, be 
that as it may, the point to note is the 
entrance into the law court of a wife 
asking redress from a custard- or a pie- 
throwing husband. 

The pie-throwing husband is no mod- 
ern product. I myself recall many years 
ago when my next-door neighbor threw a 
pumpkin pie in the face of his praying 
wife. Yet in spite of the offensiveness of 
the missile and that he struck her when 
she was down, it never occurred to her, 
as she wiped the pie from her brow and 
the floor, that she had any legal redress. 
She swallowed the pie that struck her 
mouth opened in prayer as she swallowed 
the insult, because she thought she must. 

Those days are past. Courts of Do- 
mestic Relations have arisen all over the 
country, like mushrooms in the night, to 
answer the demand made by women 
seeking legal redress for domestic griev- 
ances. The facts are as old as human 
history; it is the telling that isnew. Asa 
noted sociologist puts it, ‘‘The divorce 
courts are telling us just what granny 
thought of grandpa but did not dare ex- 
press.” 

When granny lived, to resent legally a 





“UNITED WE STAND” 


well-aimed custard would have been for 
her to jump from the frying pan into the 
fire. In these days it is but one of the 
ways for women to seek out and find their 
place in the sun. 


Indicating One Reason Why 
PATHETIC little woman came up 
to the desk in a floral shop to pay 

for the filling of a cemetery vase. Upon 
being told that the price had been raised 
fifty cents, she protested, ““Oh, but my 
husband will never consent to pay it. 
You see, if it had been for his folks, he 
might, but it was for mine and that is dif- 
ferent.” 

“All right,’ said the kind-hearted 
cashier and she accepted the old price 
from the teary little lady. But as she 
dropped the money in the till she mur- 
mured, ““And people wonder why self- 
supporting women are a little slow 
in embarking on the shoals of matri- 
mony!” 

Enter, the Silver Pen into Politics 

NE of the reforms to be expected 
from the entrance of women into 
politics ig economy. And it won’t neces- 
sarily be due to fine financial work on the 
part of the women either. The mere 
presence of women will suggest to men 
that it is unnecessary to spend so much 
money. Queer thing, but true. 

What other explanation can be offered 
of the simultaneous entrance of women 
and the silver pen? It has been immemo- 
rial custom for governors to sign impor- 
tant bills with gold pens and pass them 
over as trophies to the most prominent 
boosters of said bills. But in various 
states that have recently given women 
presidential suffrage the press has re- 
ported that the lady boosters received to 
cherish not gold but silver pens. 

Just why the governors retrenched 
automatically in welcoming women into 
politics is not for us to say. But the 
fact remains and the silver pens may be 
taken as augurs of other financial trim- 
mings and listed in the official book of 
suffrage arguments on the page headed: 
Give women the vote and it will cost less, 
not more, to run the government. 




















“Chips of the Old Block” 
Father Neptune—Ship ahoy! Who are 
you? 
Ll’. S. Navy officer—The vanguard of the 
United States Navy. 
Father Neptune—Where are you bound? 
Ul. S. Navy officer—Bound? I guess 
we're bound to lick the Potsdam pirates to 
a frazzle!—Bystander (London). 





The Great Problem 
Boarding house guest (scathingly)—Do I 
retain this—er—portion, Mrs. Bonewell, 
and commit a breach of etiquette, or do you 
wish me to risk incurring the displeasure of 
the lady on my right by passing it to her?— 
Passing Show (London). 


JUDGE 








In mauvais vent 


A Bad Wind—Ruy Blas (Paris). 




















Mrs. Green (reading newspaper)—It says 
it was the French seventy-fives wot drove 
the Huns out of their trenches. 

Mrs. Stubbs—There! And why on earth 
they don’t raise our age limit beats me, 
Mrs. Green.—Tatler (London). 




















Convalescent Tommy (taken to a picture 
gallery, instead of the anticipated picture 
palace)—I thort she said she was goin’ 
to take us to see the picters!—Sketch (Lon- 
don). 

















In an Englishman’s Home 


Mrs. Stone-Deff (surveying the result of 
the Zeppelin frightfulness)—Well, Lizzie, and 
what have you been up to now!—Sydney 
Bulletin. 
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THE AMERICAN PRESS HUMORISTS 


Their Fifteenth Annual Convention in New York 
a Joyous Event 


HE fifteenth annual convention of the American Press Humorists was 
7 held in New York, with headquarters at the Hotel McAlpin, during 

the week of June 25-30. It was the most numerously attended 
meeting of this unique body in its history, and the verdict was unanimous 
that it was the most enjoyable. This expression, of course, cannot reflect 
unfavorably upon any of the previous foregatherings, for New York is the 
wonder city of the world, and the Humorists are happiest when a lot of them 
get together. 

The local committee, aided immeasurably by John R. Young, of the 
Merchants’ Association, had provided a fine list of events, the weather was 
almost ideal from first to last, and enjoyment was inevitable. When the 
Humorists have met in other cities a few were found at headquarters on 
Sunday evening before the opening day. The lobby of the McAlpin on Sun- 
day evening, June 24, was humorously vocal, no less than nineteen arrivals 
being on hand, thus insuring a large attendance. 

On Monday at noon there was a get-together movement, and at one 
o'clock “‘the blessed bunch” proceeded to the City Hall, where Mayor 
Mitchel greeted them in a happy speech, after President Dixon Merritt had 
introduced the party. Then the Humorists and their wives went out into 
City Hall Park, where a hole had been dug and a chestnut tree provided, 
and this symbol of past jests and promise of future wheezes was planted with 
due ceremony. President Merritt presided, and Douglas Malloch and J. U. 
Higginbotham, facing some ten thousand curious persons who had been 
roped from the sacred precinct, made fitting remarks against the competition 
of a street band and the sounds of traffic. 

lo the Battery all then went, where at Pier A they were happily received 
by Commissioner R. A. C. Smith in his breezy office at the end of the pier. 
Then the party embarked upon the municipal steamer Correction, whose gal- 
lant Captain Parkinson, truly an ‘“‘able seaman,” showed the wonders of 
the city along the converging rivers and the marvels of commerce down to 
the Narrows and back. 

In the evening the Humorists were entertained with a high-brow cabaret 
on the roof of the Hotel Majestic, as guests of Manager Copeland Townsend 
and his major-domo, O. O. McIntyre. 

Tuesday morning the party, larger than ever, took a Day Boat as guests 
of President Olcott and viewed the matchless beauties of the lower Hudson 
to West Point. Major C. C. Carter, of the Coast Artillery, as adjutant to 
Colonel Tillman, had given them a welcome, and several handsome and 
gracious lieutenants were at the pier to meet them and escort them about 
the grounds and buildings. At three o’clock a majority of the visitors 
climbed the great hill to the New Chapel, where Organist Meyer gave a 
recital of masterpieces on the new organ, which undoubtedly is 
one of the finest in this country. It was a wonderful day, and after a 
twilight sail down the Hudson the party was left to its own devices for the 
evening. 

Wednesday offered a novel experience. The Goldwyn Pictures Corpora- 
tion, through L. L. Arms, its press executive, took the party, recruited by 
friends to about one hundred in number, over to its studio at Fort Lee. Here 
luncheon was served, and the processes of motion pictures were described 
by Aubrey Kennedy and Charles A. Horan, and the bunch had a chance to 
“act” as a supernumerary audience in scenes that go with the filming of 
“Polly of the Circus,” a complete circus being provided for ‘‘ atmosphere.” 
Margaret Mayo, Hugo Ballin, Miss Marsh and others of the stars 
and staff added to enjoyment. Wednesday evening the Humorists were 
guests of the management of “Turn to the Right” at the Gaiety 
Theatre. 

The annual meeting of the Humorists was held in the Blue Room of the 
McAlpin on Thursday morning. These officers were elected for the en- 
suing year: President, James A. Waldron, editor of JUDGE, New York; 
Vice-President, J. N. Darling (“‘Ding”’), of Des Moines; Secretary-Treas- 
urer, Douglas Malloch, “The Poet of the Woods,” Chicago; Executive 
Committee, E. W. Miller, Chicago; Edgar A. Guest, Free Press, Detroit; 
Ted Robinson, Plain Dealer, Cleveland; Claire Briggs, Tribune, New York; 
and Charles A. Leedy, of the Telegram, Youngstown, Ohio. 

The new members elected are Irvin S. Cobb, Orson Lowell, Grant E. 
Hamilton, Frank J. Price, H. T. Webster, O. O. McIntyre, Dr. John 
Hutchinson, F. Gregory Hartswick, Berton Braley, Ray Hoppman, 
Robert Dean, C. H. Gamble, of the Peoria Journal, E. A. Bushnell, Har- 
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Don’t Let Indigestion Spoil Your Vacation 


Change of water, change of climate, hotel and dining car food, 
the inconvenience of traveling—all combine to upset digestion 
and spoil the good time you are expecting. 

You can’t carry your own provisions and drinking water. But 
you can be sure to take a bottle of Nujol on your vacation. It’s 
the surest and safest preventive of digestive troubles. Nujol helps 
to remove decaying waste matter from the intestines before it has 
a chance to poison the system. In this way it prevents the head- 
aches, weariness and depression as well as other more serious 
diseases caused by intestinal poisoning. 

Nujol is particularly good for young children. It is excellent for 
the mother with a nursing infant, as it in no way affects the 
baby’s feeding. The infant will enjoy it and it will do as much 
for him as it does for the mother. 

Nujol is not habit forming; the longer you take it, the less you 
need it. Nujol does not gripe, relieves you of straining, does not 
weaken (even when taken in large quantities), it is not absorbed 
into the system, does not upset the stomach, is absolutely pure 
and harmless and is pleasant to take. 

Nujol is sold only in pint bottles bearing Nujol trademark— 
never in bulk. 


STANDARD OIL COMPANY 
(New Jersey) 


Bayonne New Jersey 








Please send me booklet on Nujol and its uses.g Write your mame and address plainly below. Dept. 
> 13 
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The Great Interpreter 


Those words epitomize 
the mission of maga- 
zines as we in the mag- 
azine business see it— 
to take note of events 
as they pass and, after 
they have passed, to 
weigh their meaning 
and importance, and 
thoughtfully to inter- 
pret them to the peo- 
ple. That carries with 
it, also, the quality of 
discrimination. Maga- 
zines are not hurried to 
press. There is time 
for both discrimination 
as to what is worth 
careful consideration, 
and for thoughtful in- 
terpretation. 


It is in this way that 
the magazines have 
earned their place in 
the homes of America; 
thus they have taken 
their part in the ad- 
vancement of national 


life. 


Not by interpretation 
of news events only, 
but by interpretation, 
as well, of life in gen- 
eral. For years the 
magazines have given 
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ADVERTISING 
AVENUE BUILDING 
NEW YORK CITY 
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to America: (1) the 
best of the world’s fic- 
tion; (2) they have 
developed and popu- 
larized the distinctive 
American short story; 
(3) their interpretation 
of current affairs has 
kept up-to-date thou- 
sands of busy men and 
women; (4) and all 
the time they have 
worked for the Ameri- 
can home—along help- 
ful lines of health, pure 
food, labor-saving de- 
vices, and have even 
campaigned __ success- 
fully for better babies. 





It is upon this univer- 
sal service to the Amer- 
ican people that the 
magazine business has 
been built up. It is 
upon this firm founda- 
tion that Magazine Ad- 
vertising stands and 
from which it offers 
a service in publicity 
which is incomparable. 


Have you a product of 
use to many families 
which may be nation- 
alized through Maga- 
zine Advertising? 


PUBLISHERS’ ASSOCIATION 


DIVISION 





Ainslee’s Harper's Magazine Review of Reviews 
American Magazine Hearst's St. Nicholas 
Century House and Garden Scribner's 
Christian Herald Independent Short Stories 
Collier's Weekly Judge Smith's 

Continent Leslie's Weekly Something-To-Do 
Cosmopolitan Literary Digest 

Country Life McCall's Sunset ; 
Countryside Magazine Metropolitan To-day’s Housewife 


Every Week 

Farm and Fireside 
Garden Magazine 
Good Housekeeping 
Harper's Bazar 


Outlook 
Popular 
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Mother's Magazine 
National Geographic 


Red Cross Magazine 


Vanity Fair 

Vogue 

Woman's Home Com- 
panion 

World's Work 





3 
= 
= 
= 





‘tt 





— 
HNO! 





f 
i 
: 


Ni 


A aA 


Hl 





E 


iil 








lowe, R. White, of the Cleveland Leader, August William Hutaf, Lawton 
Mackall, Burges Johnson, and James H. Birch, Jr., of The Log. 

At 12.30 o’clock, escorted by President J. B. Vandever, Merritt Watson 
and others, of the Rotary Club, the Humorists were entertained by that 
lively organization at Luncheon in the Ball Room of the McAlpin. Here 
there was merriment for an hour and a half, Presidents Vandever and Wal- 
dron sharing directing responsibility. During this time, and somewhat 
later, the ladies of the convention were entertained at the great bakery of the 
National Biscuit Company on Tenth Avenue. In the evening the annual 
dinner was happily negotiated, with aid-digesting verbalism, at the Mc- 
Alpin, seventy-one covers being laid. 

At one o’clock on Friday C. B. Alexander tendered the Humorists a 
luncheon at the house of the National Democratic Club on Fifth 
Avenue, politics being taboo. Host and guests were pleased beyond measure 
during the brief period of this function. At the same time the ladies of the 
convention were entertained by Managing Director Boomer, of the Mc- 
Alpin, with a luncheon which they described as “heavenly,” Assistant 
Manager Elbert presiding. These affairs over, the Humorists and their fair 
companions met and proceeded to Coney Island, where the wonders of Luna 
and Steeplechase Parks were disclosed. Saturday was devoted to rest, 
happy commingling, and departures. 

Among those who enjoyed all or parts of the week’s programme were Mr. 
and Mes. Eddie Guest, of Detroit; Mr. and Mrs. Ted Robinson, and “Ted” 
Jr., of Cleveland; Mr. and Mrs. Tom Daly and Mr. and Mrs. “Grif” 
Alexander of Philadelphia; Mr. and Mrs. J. U. Higinbotham, of Detroit; 
Mr. and Mrs. Joe Cone and Miss Cone, of Saybrook, Conn.; Mr. and Mrs. 
Walter Juan Davis and the Misses Davis, New York; Mr. and Mrs. Charles 
A. Leedy, Youngstown; Douglas Malloch; R. P. McFee, Franklin P. 
Adams, Mr. and Mrs. Berton Braley, Claire Briggs, Homer Croy, Emmett 
Conway, J. N. Darling, Mr. and Mrs. R. J. Dean, Mr. and Mrs. Don Herold, 
Stanley Horn, Will J. Johnson, Mr. and Mrs. James Melvin Lee, Don Mar- 
quis; Mr. and Mrs. W. Kee Maxwell, of Akron, O.; Mr. and Mrs. A. J. Tay- 
lor, of Los Angeles; Dixon Merritt, Ed. W. Miller, Roy K. Moulton, John J. 
Mundy, Mr. and Mrs. Newton Newkirk, of Boston, E. A. Oliver, Mr. and 
Mrs. L. H. Gingles and son, Mr. and Mrs. Robert L. Pemberton and Miss 
Pemberton, of St. Mary’s, W. Va., Mr. and Mrs. John E. Sanford, Mrs. 
Elizabeth Sears, Mr. and Mrs. Fred Schafer, Duncan M. Smith, Joseph T. 
Sullivan, Mr. and Mrs. Maurice Switzer, Marjorie Benton Cooke, Miss 
Miriam Teichner, Miss McLandburgh Wilson, Mr. and Mrs. Walter Ut- 
ting and their charming children, Henry Edward Warner, J. A. Waldron, 
Mr. and Mrs. Julius Tannen, F. Gregory Hartswick, Dr. John Hutchinson, 
Grantland Rice, E. Tracy Sweet, Mr. and Mrs. John T. Flinn, and 
Lawton Mackall. 


EGG VIEW NOTES 

INK NITZ’S dog, who lost his tail in a railroad accident the other 

day, has been going around all corners on low speed ever since. 

The road-end to the schoolhouse needs a thorough looking-after at once, 
it having been completely burnt off Saturday night while a two-man 
traveling moving-picture show was going on inside. The production was 
a very strong and thrilling one, called ‘““Nora, the Drayman’s Niece,” and 
proved to be unusually exciting up until about half way through the second 
reel. An ugly-acting party with a stiff black mustache on had just got a 
good hold on Nora’s throat, with both hands, and was exerting himself 
a great deal trying to choke her into thinking a lot of him, when suddenly 
the picture-machine started to blazing, and soon went up in smoke, to be 
foliowed a bit later by part of the building. Immediately a mad rush was 
made by everybody towards the show-owner, to crowd closely round 
him and sharply demand their ten cents back. He wouldn’t do nothing 
only tell them how Nora come it on the villain in the end. 

—Leslie Van Every. 
Signs of the Times 

The house-cleaning fever had invaded the lower regions, until Satan 
himself, who was ordinarily proof against temptation, fell for it. 

“There is that old sign, ‘All hope abandon, ye who enter here;’ I 
ought to have something more up-to-date,” he said. “Ah, I have it!” 

The next day new arrivals beheld over the doorway these familiar words: 

“Made in Germany.” 


Mixed Spices 
She—Why don’t these troops display more ginger? 
He—Why, you see, they were so lately mustered. 
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July 21, 1917 
FROM A SINNER’S DIARY 

AGTIME can’t help it because it’s ragtime. 
R Key! I’ve got a cousin who’s a deserter! 

I know a man who if he can’t kill every good time cripples it all 
he can. 
Arsenate of lead spray tells which way the wind blows. 
The whole world, from Deuces and Jacks down to kings, has got don’t 
give a slam. 

Brother says it seems as if his thumb always has to be in the dangerous 
place. Dear! I’m glad they didn’t get me from the remnant counter. If 
he works half a day he has to lean way back with his head on a pillow for 
days and can absorb nothing but softshell toast. For such times house 
cleaning is saved up for him. I look down from the orchard merrily— 
where I’m dragging with the clown colt who always gets there first and 
you can’t keep her back, and if you hit her on the nose just as hard as you 
can you can’t even make her wink—at the quilts and carpets flopping. 
That’s the way they learn the road to having things nice. I’ve traveled 
itsome. That’s why I shun it sonow. The colt snakes me around among 
the trees like a roller coaster—I’ll have to paste ’em with newskin— 
and stretches me out like an angle worm that has an old hen by the nose 
trying to drag her into its hole. If I didn’t pop back into place I could 
pick peaches without a ladder if the trees were high as eucalyptus. I 
wish my blistered, etc., heel would heal as quick. It looks like a cubist 
painting. It does not rain long enough for it to recover. 

My neighbor just phoned for peroxide. He kicked at a hog, run a 
tooth through his boot and is bleeding, severely. He kicked the 
wrong end. 

‘Wanting to live with” is the biggest compliment that can be handed, 
even though it may not always seem so to the handee. They don’t 
want to, of course; you and I know that; but while they think they 
do don’t murder it too violently. ‘To travel hopefully is better than 
to arrive.” Tis better, yet, to so live that nobody’ll wani to live with 
you. —Lynette Freemire. 


EXPERIENCE 
OF DAME EXPERIENCE keeps a dear school—and a poor one. 
For centuries we have praised her teaching, but of late we have 
begun to investigate her methods and the results she gets. And we don’t 
think half as much of her work as we used to. 

The renowned spinster has simply got away well with her gigantic in- 
stitution—that’s all. We have been kind (and foolish) enough to point 
repeatedly to her few successes and to overlook her thousands of failures. 
Because of her immense popularity with rich man, poor man, beggar 
man, thief, we have been backward about looking into her record. 

For thousands of years the bigoted old lady made us use donkeys 
and oxen instead of gasoline. She taught us to die at thirty or forty, 
when we should have rounded out a full four or five score. For centuries 
she allowed us to believe that the rack and the pillory, were powerful 
instruments in the suppression of ideas with which we did not 
agree. 

When you and I were tiny tots she kept our tummies full of pare- 
goric and noxious soothing syrups. She pooh-poohed germs and bacteria 
and anti-toxins when they were new, and she’s doing it yet. She hoots 
at everything that hasn’t been taught at her school. She’s an envious, 
withered old crone. 

Dame Experience knows a good many things—and knows them well; 
but we must get away from our high opinion of her infallibility. We must 
let up a little on our yelping and snapping at the man with training and 
education and advanced ideas. He may not know as many things as 
old Miss Experience does, but he knows a great dea] more about one or 
two things. 

All Is Not Gold 

Polly—She admits she is terribly disappointed in her husband. 

Dolly—What’s the matter with him? 

Polly—Oh, she married him to reform him, and now she finds he 
doesn’t need it. 


What She Did With It 
She (just back from extended visit)—One little letter from you in the 
whole time I was gone! I appreciated it. 
He—Did you have it framed? 
She—No; had it enlarged. 





ing as Coca-Cola. 


When the keen zest of sport gives way to fatigue, 
there’s nothing so delicious, so completely refresh- 


Demand the genuine by full name— 
nicknames encourage substitution. 


THE COCA-COLA COMPANY, Atlanta, Ga. 
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If you can draw a little and 
want to draw more, you have 
an opportunity to learn at small 
expense to yourself. 








EUGENE ZIMMER- 
MAN has an established 
reputation as a cCar- 
toonist. 

He has put some of the 
tricks of his trade into 


a book, 


“CARTOONS and 
CARICATURES” 


bound neatly in 34 mo- 
rocco, which will be sent 


to you prepaid on receipt of $1.00. 


ZIM BOOK 
7-21 Brunswick Building, 225 Fifth Ave., New York City 
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“Are My Lips on Straig *Eventually—Why Not Now 
y James Montgomery Flagg by Harry Morse Meyers 


This striking collection of five of the color 
covers of Judge, mounted on heavy double 
mat, ready for the frame, will be sold for $1.00. 
The pictures are 9x12, printed in full colors, 
and sell for twenty-five cents apiece. They 
will make your house a better place to live in 
and a brighter place for your friends to visit. 


One dollar brings them postfree 


JUDGE ART PRINT DEPARTMENT 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 
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A Wonderful Simp—Firs? gir/—I think 
he’s simply wonderful. 

Second girl—I think he’s wonderfully sim- 
ple.—Record. 


Another Blasted Friendship—Du p/ic- 
ity—My sister is coming out soon. 
Sim plicity—What was she in for?—Record. 


A Natural Query—* Done the lesson?” 
“Veah.” 

“What's it about?” 

‘How should I know?’’—Record. 


A Saw Reset—Don’t count your chickens 
until you are sure they’re chickens.— Pelican. 
7. 
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Ethelwynne—Are you a private soldier? 
Private Hoozis—No, 1 work for the 
government.—Purple Cow. 


A Peculiar Medium—Henry—He may 
be a great artist—but he has a peculiar way 
of doing things. 

Happy—How’s that? 

Henry—He says he painted his greatest 
masterpiece on an empty stomach.—IV idow. 


The Unforgivable—Celeste—Why are 

you so terribly angry at Phillipe? 
Ouida—The wretch said I was intelligent. 
Gargoyle. 


Military Drama—‘Salute!”’ 
“Whom?” 

“Your superior.” 

“Where?” 

“Guard house.” —Awgwan. 


Never Thought of That-—‘I’m tryin’ 
to get back to me poor old mother,” whined 
the tramp. ‘She ain’t seen me face for ten 
long years.” 

“I believe you are telling the truth,”’ mut- 
tered the old gentleman. ‘*Why don’t you 
wash it?”’—Minnehaha. 


Why the Fight Started—W ill (looking 
happy)—And she smiled on me the whole 
evening. 

Bill—Well, that shows she has a sense of 
humor, anyway.—Froth. 
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‘‘Goodbye, Doggie’’ 


CARTOON MAKES HIT 
WITH RAILROAD MEN 


A cartoon which appeared in a 
number of Leslie’s magazine of re- 
cent date, seems to have made a hit 
with railroad employes of this 
city. Several of the men have 
clipped the cartoon and posted it in 
a conspicuous place in their offices 
and others have been heard discuss- 
ing it. ‘The cartoon drawn by 
Charles Sarka, shows a dachshund 
(German dog,) swimming about in 
the water, while the American eagle 
comes swooping down on it from 
above. ‘The title of the picture is 
“Goodbye, Doggie.”—The Logans- 


port Reporter. 


(ce) 


This cartoon, 9 x 12, 
printed in sepia, 
mounted on a heavy 
mat, will be sent post 
paid to any address, 
for twenty-five cents. 


= 
Leslie’s Art Department 


225 Fifth Avenue 
New York 
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: | Passing the Mustard 
The Idea!—Mrs. Neaurich was talking 


to her broker over the telephone. 
“Kindly buy me a hundred shares of 
steel at the market,”’ she said briskly. 
“Certainly, with pleasure,’ the broker 


replied, “‘common or preferred?” 

Preferred!” replied Mrs. Neaurich, icily. 
‘“T never purchase anything common.” —The 
Lamb. 


Charles 


Short Way with Bores—Dr. 


W. Eliot, who recently celebrated his eighty- 
third birthday in Cambridge, has always 
had a short way with bores. 


a bore tackled Dr. 
ahead for to 


Ina 
Eliot 


hotel, one day, 
and talked straight 


minutes about classical literature, the 
best 100 books, r1o-foot shelves, and so 
forth. 

‘IT tell you,” Dr. Eliot interrupted 
warmly—I tell you, man, there are no 


mussels to compare with the abalone mus- 
sels you get in ‘Frisco.’” 

‘““No doubt,” said the bore, “but what 
has that got to do with what I was talk- 
ing about?” 

Dr. Eliot 

“What 


said. 


yawned. 


were you talking about?” he 


What He Would Do—An Irishman 
who was rather too fond of strong drink was 
asked by the parish priest: 

“My son, how do you 
into Heaven?” 

The Irishman replied: 

“Shure, and that’s aisy! When I get to 
the gates of Heaven I'll open the door and 
shut the door, and open the door and shut 
the door, an’ keep on doing that till St. 
and 


expect to get 


Peter gets impatient says, ‘For 
goodness’ sake, Mike, either come in or 
stay out!’’’—Tit-Bits. 


A Lesson in Love 
NNETTE was reading when I called 
(I’m glad to say I was invited), 

And something in her book, it seemed, 

To joyous laughter her excited. 
She asked me if I wondered why, 

But I could offer no suggestion 
“He'll never win the maid,” she said, 

“If that’s the way he pops the question.” 


Just think! I called there to propose, 
And much of thinking I gave to it; 
I had been wondering all the day 
Of just the way I ought to do it. 
Her laughter set my brain awhirl, 
My poor heart beat in awful fashion, 
And then I asked her how she thought 
The hero should have told his passion. 


Then she proceeded to explain, 
The while my heart unduly fluttered. 
I marked each gesture that she made; 
I noted every word she uttered. 
At once my hesitancy fled; 
My manner grew to inspiration— 
I can not tell just what occurred, 
But soon you'll get an invitation! 
—Nathan M. Levy. 
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50 to 58 West 77th Street, New York 
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Surrounded by parks, half a block of entrance to Central 
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| Stories with Smiles 





Didn’t Think Quick Enough—Be- 
fore introducing Lieutenant de Tessan, aid 
to General Joffre, and Colonel Fabry, the 
“Blue Devil of France,’’ Chairman Spencer, 
of the St. Louis entertainment committee at 
the M. A. A. breakfast told this anecdote. 

“In Washington, Lieutenant de Tessan 
was approached by a pretty American 
girl, who said: 

‘*And did you kill a German soldier?’ 

“*Ves,’ he replied. 

“*With what hand did you do it?’ she 
inquired. 

“*With this right hand,’ he said. 

“And then the pretty American girl 
seized his right hand and kissed it. Col- 
onel Fabry stood near by. He strolled over 
and said to Lieutenant de Tessan: 

‘Heavens, man, why didn’t you tell her 
that you bit him to death.’’’— Kansas City 
Star. 


Wouldn’t Work Twice—In a Canadian 
camp somewhere in England a_ second 
George Washington has been found. He, 
in company with several others, had been 
granted four days’ leave, and, as usual, 
wired for extension. But no hackneyed 
excuse was his. In fact, it was so original 
that it has been framed and now hangs in 


. & prominent spot in the battalion orderly- 


room. It ran as follows: 

““Nobody dead, nobody ill; still going 
strong, having a good time, and got plenty 
of money. Please grant extension.” 

And he got it!—Pittsburgh Chronicle- 
Telegraph. 


Wobbles — Captain George Marvell, 
head of the motor-boat patrol was arguing 
with a pacifist. 

“You wobble,” 
“You hop from this side to that. 
like the dinner guest. 

*“*Come out to our place to dinner to- 
night,’ said a banker. 

‘I'll be glad to, mighty glad to,’ said 
the guest, warmly. 

‘*Our oldest girl,’ 
studying music—’ 

Gosh, that reminds me. I’ve got an 
engagement for tonight. Sorry, old man, 
but I can’t come.’ 

‘*Can’t you? Too bad! Our oldest girl, 
as I was saying, is studying music in 
Chicago, and we're infernally lonesome 
evenings.’ 

‘*Oh, I'll cut out that engagement,’ said 
the guest, ‘and come anyhow.’”—Wash- 
ington Star. 


said Captain Marvell. 
You are 


said the banker, ‘is 


Composite Maid 
ND one was clad in filigree 
And fashion’s furbelows. 
A maiden born of high degree 
With a patrician nose. 
And one was clad in gingham frock, 
A maid of modest mein. 
A shepherdess who led her flock 
Demurely and serene. 


An artist faring on his way 
In search of beauty’s grace, 
Chose both—one for her garments gay, 
The other for her face. 
—Horace Seymour Keller. 
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Who Was He 


of France who personifies 


The Licentious Court 
of the Borgias 


historically, 


The value of this series, may 
be judged when it is known that there are 
nearly eight hundred personages and places 
with the 
and later history, 
reader off the 


by-paths of his- 


introduced, many identified most 


famous scenes in medizval 
while others take the main 
among the 
torical Brilliantly 


vivid picture of the Dark Ages are the vices 


thoroughfare 

events. worked into a 
and crimes of that extraordinary family, the 
that furnished one Pope of Rome, 
and some of the blackest pa 
Here we see the whole murderous, 
crew pictured with all the snap and vim which 
only Dumas could put into subjects which 
Cesar, Rodrigo (Alexander 
V1), Francesco, and the beautiful and de- 
praved Lucrezia, with the intrigues and 
debaucheries of the medieval papal court 

poisonings—drawn 
eyewitnesses, those 
embarrass- 


Borgias. 
ges in history. 
poisonous 


interested him 


the murders, abductions, 
from the chronicles of 
naive which, 


accounts without 


ment, call a spade a spade. 





Ai a 


one 


cw A 


Fact That Puts | Blush 


this lonely figure standing on the rampart of a castle on an island off the coast 


of the 
history ? Why after over two hundred years does he still excite such intense interest and retain so strong 












greatest mysteries, one of the most inexplicable crimes of 


a hold on the imagination ? Why does he always arouse a 


feeling of terror that will not down? 


What was his past? Was it the dissolute life of the courtier? Was 
it the intrigues of the diplomat? Did some fair one within the hallowed 
circle of royalty love not wisely but too well? 

Read the story of the “Man in the Iron Mask,” 
unknown, by that great weaver of word pictures, 


ALEXANDRE DUMAS, in his 


The Celebrated Crimes of History 


Never Before Translated 


The millions of English readers and admirers of the works of Alexandre Dumas wil! hail 
with keen delight this, the first, and absolutely the on/y complete and unexpurgated translation 
of Dumas’ LES CRIMES CELEBRES, now for the first time available at a price within the reach 
of all readers. Printed trom the same plates as the Edition sold by the Publisher at $125.00 a set, 
which was eagerly snapped up by wealthy connoisseurs, the small edition it is our privilege to 
offer our patrons has all the unusual features so much appreciated by lovers of books as works of 
art. The eight volumes are beautifully bound in cloth, stamped with emblematic design, as 
illustrated in cut below, with monogram in Gold Field. ‘The printing is large and clear, and 


giving facts hitherto 
the irresistible 



























the paper all that could be desired. The eight volumes are finished with Real Gold Tops. The 

illustrations were made in Paris by M. Jacques 

Wagrez, and the specially designed Renaissance SEEING IS 
BELIEVING 


title pages are by Giraldon. 


$1 


Is all you need 
send now, with 
the coupon. 
But be sure to 
send to-day. 


Dumas’ Masterpiece — THE 
CELEBRATED CRIMES OF HIS- 


TORY is considered by many in France 


as Dumas’ masterpiece. The highest i. mel 
praise has been bestowed on it by want to dis- 
% appoint you, 


as so often 
happens to 
applicants for 
our limited 
offers who act 
too late. **To- 
day” doesn't 


Andrew Lang, Robert Louis Stevenson, 
and other competent judges among 
English litterateurs. Was it for reasons 
of state that the French so jealously 
guarded this treasure that over half a 


: - mean next 
century had elapsed before it was given week oo te 
7. . . week OWOW- & 
to the English reading world—and then ing. You'll 
never forgive 


through the enterprise of an American 
dlisher ? nai ; 
publishe Phink of a fasci- 


yourself if you 
let this oppor- 
lunily pass. 


Nothing in the Whole 


ical series—of press prepaid. 
World Like Them nh es Andwerefund J 
highly privileged eo 

? you re not 


“Great crimes have played so large a part 
in the world’s history that one cannot obtain 
a thorough knowledge of past times without 
the aid of such a book as this”—Says THE 
NEW YORK HERALD, recently reviewing 
THE 
TORY. 
with the wealth of facts, 
ties, brought to bear by Dumas upon the lite 
of the charming and beautiful but indiscreet 
ind ill-fated Mary Stuart as Queen of France 
and Scotland. Read the story of her amours, 
and of her barbarous imprisonment and mur- 
derous execution, which constitute one of 
the greatest crimes of history, told as Dumas 
alone can tell it. There is no other work like 
this. Nowhere else can you get so intimate 
a view of the men and women whose mis- 
deeds in every quarter of Europe, from Rus- 
sia to Spain, trom Turkey to Scotland, have 
contributed so much of tragedy to the ro- 
mantic portion of the history of the Old 
World. And every word is just as Dumas 
wrote it. None of the editions of Dumas con- 
tain these stories; and no set of Dumas is com- 
plete without them. 


nating new histor- 


few among Eng- 
lish readers here- 
tofore had any 
knowledge—a 
series full of the 
human interest 


CELEBRATED CRIMES OF HIS- appeal, by your 
The lover of History is enraptured favorite author, 
from new authori- Vivacious, witty, 


ardent, brilliant, 
big-hearted Alex- 
andre Dumas, who 
gave you your first 
real taste for Euro- 
pean history 
adventures 
The Three 
heroes 
matchless 
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BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO. 
1116 Brunswick Bidg., New York City 
Enc losed is $1.00, first payment on the 8 volume set of Dumas’ “‘Celebrated 
to beshipped charges prepaid 
$13.00, at the rate of $1.00 (or more) per month following receipt of books. 
Otherwise I will within five days ask for instructions for their return, at your 
expense, my $1.00 to be refunded on their receipt. 
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